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pLEOPATF^A  , 


BY  OLIVE  HARPER. 


Last  night  as  I  waked  in  the  moonlight, 

I  listened  in  vain  for  your  speech  ; 

I  lay  in  the  light  and  stretched  n*e. 

But  empty  my  aching  arms  reached. 

I  drew  back  mv  silken  curtains, 

To  let  in  the  splendor  of  night, 

And  it  fell  on  my  hot  throbbing  bosom, 
That  glowed  and  pulsed  in  its  light. 

I  breathed  the  soft  breath  of  the  midnight, 
I  bathed  in  the  moon’s  silvery  flood, 
Till  I  panted  with  heat,  and  the  fever 
Of  love  in  my  riotous  blood. 


I  tossed  on  my  hot  couch  of  purple 
Till  I  wished  that  it  were  a  grave  ; 
Then  went  to  the  crvstaline  fountain, 
There  my  hot  body  to  lave. 

I  dipped  in  the  sparkling  waters 

Beneath  the  broad  light  of  the  moon, 
And  the  air  was  oppressive  with  fragrance 
Of  flowers,  that  hung  folded  at  noon. 
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I  listlessly  gazed  on  the  garden, 

Where  palm  trees  bowed  to  the  wave, 
For  my  heart  ached  under  the  burden 
Of  jealousy,  strong  as  the  grave  ; 

Aye,  strong  as  the  grave,  and  more  cruel, 
For  Antony  tarries  away. 

Has  a  woman  captured  the  hero, 

Once  victor  in  every  ’fray  ? 

Has  a  woman  fettered  my  tyrant 
With  chains  of  her  golden  hair  ? 

Does  «ehe  feed  on  his  eloquent  kisses  ? 
And  has  he  forgotten  me  there  ? 


Ho  !  Charmian,  call  me  a  messenger  ; 

I  will  send  once  more  to  my  brave, 

My  grand,  gray-haired  old  Koman. 

Safe  carry  this  message,  0  slave  : 

Since  the  dreary  day  my  soldier 
Girded  his  armor  and  sword, 

*And  marched  at  the  call  of  young  Caesar, 

I  have  never  forgotten  my  word  ; 

Not  made  was  my  promise  for  breaking, 
Though  Antony  said,  with  a  smile, 
“Expect  nothing  more  from  a  woman  ; 

Is ’t  not  so,  my  sweet  serpent  of  Nile?” 


Ah  !  where  is  a  king  like  my  Homan, 
With  his  royal,  god-like  form  ; 
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With  arms  strong  as  steel  from  Damascus, 
And  his  voice  as  grand  as  the  storm  ? 
Whose  shoulders  are  broad,  snowy  mountains, 
Whose  lips  like  the  pomegranate  bud  ; 
Dark  eyes,  like  the  deep  pools  in  forests, 

But  stirred  with  his  hot,  jealous  blood. 
Never  another  was  like  him, 

No  warrior  so  brave  or  so  true  ! 

Can  any  one  blame  me,  or  wonder 
That  into  my  life  he  grew  ? 


Antony,  come  back  to  your  Eg  ypt : 

The  hours  are  so  weary,  it  seems 
The  only  delight  in  life’s  promise 
Appears  to  me  in  my  dreams. 

One  night  I  lay  in  deep  slumber. 

Oppressed  with  the  evening’s  still  heat, 
And  I  dreamed  I  saw  you  lying 
Stretched  at  a  woman’s  feet  ; 

That  up  to  her  pale,  high  forehead 
Were  raised  your  passionate  eyes, 

And  you  lifted  the  hem  of  her  garment, 

While  your  breath  was  broken  with  sighs. 
You  raised  the  hem  of  her  garment. 

And  pressed ^it  long  to  your  lips  ; 

And,  as  if  her  mouth  was  her  raiment, 

You  kissed  as  the  honey  bee  sips. 

Then,  filled  with  jealous  fury, 

1  sprang  at  her  slender  neck. 
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Bnt  you  stretched  your  hands  and  caught  me, 
And  held  my  fury  in  check  ; 

And  I  struggled  and  screamed  and  panted, 
While  her  carmine  cheek  turned  pale  ; 
And  she  trembled,  and  drooped  and  shivered, 
Like  a  lily  before  a  gale. 

And  then  your  red  lips  parted, 

And  your  white  teeth  showed  between, 

As  you  said,  “I  will  go  to  Egypt, 

And  I  never  will  leave  my  queen.” 

But  then  I  awoke  and  called  you, 

I  called  to  the  empty  space  ; 

I  listened  for  your  answer, 

To  hear  but  the  sullen  pace 
Of  the  slow  and  sluggish  river 

That  creeps  by  the  palace  door  ; 

And  I  turned  on  my  heated  pillows 
And  wept,  for  my  heart  was  sore. 

I  would  give  my  kingdom  to  see  you, 

If  only  a  little  while 
You  would  come  again  and  call  me 
Your  old  sweet  serpent  of  Nile, 

For  my  grim  and  grizzled  hero, 

With  his  crisp  and  curling  hair, 

Widowed  forever,  leaves  me, 

If  he  forgets  me  there. 


Bring  a  tiger-lily,  Isis, 

I  will  have  my  fortune  told  ; 
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I  will  have  a  lover  for  every 

Black  spot  on  its  petals  of  gold. 
The  leaves  shall  all  be  falchions 
To  hew  dissenters  down  ; 

And  then  I  will  call  my  soldier, 

And  I  ’ll  give  him  Egypt’s  crown  ; 
Lily,  what  is  my  fortune  ? 

Will  my  Antony  come  home 
To  his  burning  sands  of  Egypt, 

Or  tarry  there  in  Rome  ? 


See  !  the  spotted  lily  quivers  ; 

Look  !  the  heavy  palm-trees  wave, 
And  the  lions  now  lie  crouching, 
That  once  went  roaming  brave  ; 
And  the  listless,  lagging  waters 
Have  languished  till  they  burn  ; 
And  it  seems  all  Egypt ’s  waiting 
For  Antony's  return. 


What !  here  a  Roman  soldier — 

Good  news  bring  you  from  Rome  ? 
Quick  !  tell  me  of  my  Antony, 

And  say  he ’s  coming  home — 

Home  to  his  queen,  who  loves  him, 
Home  to  his  longing  mate, 

Who,  days  long  since,  has  wearied 
Of  watching  ;  but  she  waits. 
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Your  news,  grim,  silent  minion  ! 

My  Antony,  when  will  he  come  ? 
And  was  he  friends  with  Caesar 

When  you  left  him  there  in  Rome  ? 

****** 

Charmian,  have  I  been  dreaming  ? 

Was  a  soldier  here  from  Rome  ? 

Did  he  tell  me  of  my  Antony, 

And  say  he  was  coming  home? 
Here,  let  me  whisper  softly, 

v 

Lest  you  shall  think  I  rave  ; 

Did  he  tell  me  my  Antony 

Has  wedded  the  pale  Octave  ? 

What  shall  I  do,  0  Charmian  ? 

Where  hide  my  shame  and  grief? 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora, 

Till  oblivion  brings  relief. 

O  Isis,  the  glory  of  Egypt 

To  the  earth  is  trolled  and  torn  ! 
No  more  the  head  of  kingdoms, 

Her  queen  is  held  for  scorn  ! 
Charmian,  robe  me  in  sable, 

And  drape  the  palace  in  gloom  ; 

I  care  not  now  for  its  splendor, 

A  palace  may  be  a  tomb. 

When  I  think  of  the  deep  devotion 
I  laid  at  his  slightest  breath, 


pLEOPATRA. 


My  heart  beats  faint  and  heavy, 

And  I  wish  it  might  mean  death  : 
Think  you,  Isis,  he  is  happy 

With  that  pale,  gold-haired  Octave, 
And  forgets  his  queen  and  Egypt? 

Gods  !  let  me  reach  the  slave, 

The  black  night-hawk  of  Erebus, 

That  brought  the  evil  tale  ; 

I’ll  scourge,  and  lash,  and  rack  him, 
Till  his  Roman  heart  shall  quail  ! 
A  fitting  name,  the  traitor  ! 

A  Roman  soldier  !  shame  ! 

Sweet  shame  it  is,  for  Antony 

Bears  a  Roman  soldier’s  name  ! 


******* 


List,  Charmian  !  hear  ve  music  ? 

Methinks  I  hear  the  sound 
Of  war-like  tramp,  and  the  foot-fall 
Of  my  Antony  on  the  ground  ; 

It  is  my  soldier’s  footstep, 

Now  the  gods  be  praised  !  He ’s  come 
My  love  has  proved  a  magnet, 

And  drawn  him  away  from  Rome. 

Aye,  now  1  ’ll  sound  a  pseen 

That  shall  echo  far  and  near  ; 

And  the  envious  gods  shall  listen 
As  it  rings  out  glad  and  clear  ! 

He  loves  me — Antony  loves  me — 

Tear  your  tawny  hair.  Octave  ! 
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He  left  you  for  me  and  Egypt. 

Wring  your  slighted  hands  and  rave 
Let  Caesar  behold  your  sorrows 

And  bewail  your  vaunted  charms  ! 
Tell  him  Antony’s  in  Egypt, 

And  asleep  in  Egypt’s  arms  ! 
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y V.  W.  &to^y. 


LEOPAT  F^A  . 


BY  W.  W.  STORY. 


Here,  Charmian,  take  my  bracelets, 
They  bar  with  a  purple  stain 
My  arms  ;  turn  over  my  pillows — 
They  are  hot  where  I  have  lain  ; 
Open  the  lattice  wider, 

A  gauze  o’er  mjr  bosom  throw, 
And  let  me  inhale  the  odors 
That  over  the  garden  blow. 


1  dreamed  I  was  with  my  Antony, 

And  in  his  arms  I  lay  ; 

Ah,  me  !  the  vision  has  vanished — 

The  music  has  died  away. 

The  flame  and  the  perfume  have  perished 
As  this  spiced  aromatic  pastille 
That  wound  the  blue  smoke  of  its  odor, 

Is  now  but  an  ashy  hill. 


Scatter  upon  me  rose-leaves  : 

They  cool  me  after  my  sleep  ; 
And  with  sandal  odors  fan  me 

Till  into  my  veins  they  creep  ; 
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Reach  down  the  lute,  and  play  me 
A  melancholy  tune, 

To  rhyme  with  the  dream  that  has  vanished 
And  the  slumbering  afternoon. 


There,  drowsing  in  golden  sunlight, 
Loiters  the  slow  and  smooth  Nile, 
Through  slender  papyri,  that  cover 
The  wary  crocodile. 

The  lotus  lolls  on  the  water 

And  opens  its  heart  of  gold, 

And  over  its  broad  leaf-pavement 
Never  a  ripple  is  rolled. 


The  twilight  breeze  is  too  lazy 
Those  feathery  palms  to  wave, 
And  yon  little  cloud  is  as  motionless 
As  a  stone  above  a  grave. 


Ah,  me  !  this  lifeless  nature 

Oppresses  my  heart  and  brain  ! 

Oh  !  for  a  storm  and  thunder— 

For  lightning  and  wild,  fierce  rain  ! 
Fling  down  that  lute— I  hate  it  ! 

t 

Take  rather  his  buckler  and  sword, 
And  crash  them  and  clasp  them  together, 
Till  this  sleeping  world  is  stirred. 
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Hark  to  my  Indian  beauty — 

My  cockatoo,  creamy  white, 

With  roses  under  his  feathers — 

That  flashes  across  the  light. 

Look  !  listen  !  as  backward  and  forward. 
To  his  hoop  of  gold  he  clings, 

How  he  trembles,  with  crest  uplifted, 
And  shrieks  as  he  madly  swings  ! 
Oh,  cockatoo,  shriek  for  Antony  ; 

Cry,  “  Come,  my  love,  come  home  !  ” 
Shriek,  “  Antony  !  Antony  !  Antony  !  ” 
Till  he  hears  yon  even  in  Home. 


There — leave  me,  and  take  from  my  chamber 
That  stupid  little  gazelle, 

With  its  bright  black  eyes  so  meaningless. 
And  its  silly  tinkling  bell  ! 

Take  him — my  nerves  he  vexes — 

The  thing  without  blood  or  brain — 

Or  by  the  body  of  Isis 

I’ll  snap  his  thin  neck  in  twain  ! 


Leave  me  to  gaze  at  the  landscape 
Mistily  stretching  away, 

Where  the  afternoon’s  opaline  tremors 
O’er  the  mountains  quivering  play  : 
Till  the  fiercer  splendor  of  sunset 
Pours  from  the  west  its  fire. 
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And  melted,  as  a  crucible, 

Their  earthy  forms  expire, 

And  the  bald,  blear  skull  of  the  desert 
With  glowing  mountains  is  crowned. 
That,  burning  like  moulten  jewels, 

Circle  its  temples  round. 


I  will  lie  and  dream  of  the  past  time, 
iEons  of  thought  away, 

And  through  the  jungle  of  memory 
Loosen  my  fancy  to  play. 

When,  a  smooth  and  velvety  tiger, 

0 

Ribbed  with  yellow  and  black. 
Supple  and  cushion-footed 

I  wandered,  where  never  the  track 
Of  a  human  creature  had  rustled 
The  silence  of  mighty  woods. 

And,  tierce  in  a  tyrannous  freedom, 

I  knew  but  the  law  of  my  moods. 
The  elephant,  trumpeting,  started, 
When  he  heard  my  footstep  near. 
And  the  spotted  giraffes  fled  wildly 
In  a  yellow  cloud  of  fear. 


I  sucked  in  the  noontide  splendor, 
Quivering  along  the  glade, 

Or,  yawning,  panting  or  dreaming, 
Basked  in  the  tamarisk  shade, 
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Till  I  heard  my  wild  mate  roaring, 

As  the  shadows  of  night  came  on, 

To  brood  in  the  trees’  thick  branches, 

And  the  shadow  of  sleep  was  gone  ; 

Then  I  roused  and  roared  in  answer, 

And  unsheathed  from  my  cushioned  feet 
My  curving  claws,  and  stretched  me, 

And  wandered  my  mate  to  greet. 

We  toyed  in  the  amber  moonlight, 

Upon  the  warm,  flat  sand, 

And  struck  at  each  other  our  massive  arms  ; 

How  powerful  he  was  and  grand  ! 

His  yellow  eyes  flashing  fiercely 

As  he  crouched  and  gazed  at  me, 

And  his  quivering  tail,  like  a  serpent, 

Twitched,  curving  nervously. 

Then  like  a  storm  he  seized  me, 

With  a  wild  triumphant  cry, 

And  we  met,  as  two  clouds  in  heaven, 

When  the  thunders  before  them  fly. 

We  grappled  and  struggled  together, 

For  his  love  like  his  rage  was  rude  ; 

And  his  teeth  in  the  swelling  folds  of  my  neck 
At  times,  in  our  play,  drew  blood. 


Often  another  suitor — 

For  I  was  flexile  and  fair — 
Fought  for  me  in  the  moonlight, 
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While  I  lay  couching  there, 

Till  his  blood  was  drained  by  the  desert ; 

And,  ruffled  with  triumph  and  power, 
He  licked  me  and  lay  beside  me, 

To  breathe  him  a  vast  half-hour, 

Then  to  the  fountain  we  loitered, 

Where  the  antelopes  came  to  drink  ; 
Like  a  bolt  we  sprang  upon  them, 

Ere  they  had  time  to  shrink. 

We  drank  their  blood  and  crushed  them, 
And  tore  them  limb  from  limb, 

And  the  hungriest  lion  doubted 
Ere  he  disputed  with  him. 


That  was  a  life  to  live  for  l 
Not  this  weak  human  life, 

With  its  frivolous,  bloodless  passions, 
Its  poor  and  petty  strife ! 


.  Come  to  m37  arms,  my  hero, 

The  shadows  of  twilight  grow, 

And  the  tiger’s  ancient  fierceness 
In  my  veins  begins  to  flow. 

Come  not  cringing  to  sue  me  ! 

Take  me  with  triumph  and  power, 
As  a  warrior  storms  a  fortress ! 

I  will  not  shrink  or  cower. 
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Come,  as  you  came  in  the  desert, 

Ere  we  were  women  and  men, 
When  the  tiger  passions  were  in  us, 
And  love  as  you  loved  me  then ! 


ANTONY’S  FAREWELL 

TO 

CLEOPATRA. 


(-YTTLE. 


(The  original  manuscript  of  “Antony’s  Farewell  to  Cleopatra”  was  found  by 
the  enemy  on  the  body  of  Brigadier-General  Lyttle,  of  Ohio,  who  fell 
while  leading  a  splendid  but  unsuccessful  charge  at  the  Battle  of  Chick- 
amauga.]  * 
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J  NTONY’S  f  AI\EWELL 

TO 

P  L  E  O  P  A  T  F^A  . 


BY  BRIG.-GEN.  LYTTLE. 


I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying! 

Ebbs  the  crimson  life-tide  fast, 

And  the  dark  Plutonian  shadows 
Gather  on  the  evening  blast  ; 

Let  thine  arms,  Oh  !  Queen  !  support  me, 
Hush  thy  sobs  and  bow  thine  ear, 
Listen  to  the  great  heart  secrets 

Thou,  and  thou  alone,  must  hear. 


Though  my  scarred  and  veteran  legions 
Bear  their  eagles  high  no  more, 

And  my  wrecked  and  scattered  galleys 
Strew  dark  Actium’s  fatal  shore — 
Though  no  glittering  guards  surround  me, 
Prompt  to  do  their  master’s  will — 

I  must  perish  like  a  Roman  ! 

Vj*  the  great  Triumvir  still. 


Let  not  Caesar’s  servile  minions 
Mock  the  lion  thus  laid  low  : 
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'Twas  no  foeman’s  hand  that  slew  him 

(. 

’Twas  his  own  that  struck  the  blow. 
Here  lies,  pillowed  on  thy  bosom, 

Ere  his  star  fades  quite  away, 

He  who,  drunk  with  thy  caresses,  «. 

i 

Madly  threw  a  world  away. 


Should  the  base  plebeian  rabble 
Dare  assail  my  fame  at  Rome 
Where  my  noble  spouse  Octavia 

Weeps  within  her  widowed  home, 
Seek  her— say  the  gods  have  told  me  — 
Altars,  augurs,  circling  wings— 

That  her  blood,  with  mine  commingled, 
Yet  shall  mount  the  throne  of  kings. 


And  for  thee,  star-eyed  Egyptian  ! 

Glorious  sorceress  of  the  Nile  ! 
Light  the  way  to  Stygian  horrors 

With  the  splendors  of  thy  smile  ; 
Give  to  Csesar  crowns  and  arches, 

Let  his  brow  the  laurel  twine, 

I  can  scorn  the  Senate’s  triumph, 

Triumphing  in  a  love  like  thine  ! 

I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  ! 

Hark  !  the  insulting  foeman’s  cry  ! 
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They  are  coming  !  quick  !  my  falchion 
Let  me  front  them  ere  I  die. 

Ah  !  no  more  amid  the  battle 

Shall  my  heart  exulting  swell  ; 

Isis  and  Osiris  guard  thee, 

Cleopatra  !  Rome  !  farewell. 


